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Man  is  the  master  and  Time  the  varlet 

When  scent  is  burning  and  hounds  run  right. 

Though  fields  be  flecked  ivith  our  scattered  scarlet 
And  lanes  be  lit  with  our  squandered  white. 
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Our  scattered  scarlet  .  .  .  our  squandered  white.  Frontispiece 

'SCATTERED  SCARLET,' 

Let  the  desolate  spaces  waken  face  p.  lo 

To  the  music  of  hound  and  horn  ! 

'a  hunting  song.' 

You  're  vermin  to  a  vast  of  folk,  but  glory  to  a  few.  face  p.   1 8 

'OUR   PILOTS.' 

And  the  stable  lanterns  burn  face  p.  32 

And  the  well-known  roofs  befriend. 

'THE  LONG   HACK  HOME.' 

'Twas  a  gallant  hill  fox  face  p.  38 

We  broke  up  in  the  rocks. 

'a   HILL  FOX.' 

That  acme  of  rapture — alone  with  the  hounds  !  face  p.  56 

'alone   with  HOUNDS.' 

Reward  ot  faithful  duty,  face  p.  68 

In  fields  made  fair  for  you  ! 

'  idlewood.' 

'  Now  for  the  double  !  '—and — '  Two  of  'em  down  ! '  face  ^  78 

'  POINT  TO  POINT.' 


COLOUR 

There  's  colour  in  the  woodlands  as  far  as  eye  can 

reach, 
Pale  gold  upon  the  elm-tree  and  bronze  upon  the 

beech  ; 
To  witch  the  world  with  beauty  a  hundred  hues  ally — 
But  bonniest  is  the  scarlet  when  &  Whip  rides  by. 

On  towers  of  brown  and  crimson,  on  roofs  of  royal 

gold 
The   banners   of    the  autumn   their   splendid    tints 

unfold, 
And  no  one  will  their  wonder,  their  magic  lure  deny — 
Yet  dearer  is  the  scarlet  when  a  Whip  rides  by. 

Ah  !    Bright  September  woodlands,  your  magic  only 

means 
That  Summer's  life  is  ebbing  on  the  bed  your  beauty 

screens  ; 


2  COLOUR 

Not  all  your  painted  pennons  on  all  your  towers  so 

high 
Can    match    one    patch   of   scarlet    when   a    Whip 

rides  by  1 


CUBBING 

Down   the   aisles  of   gold  and   crimson  comes  the 

challenge  of  the  horn  ; 
Cubs  are  running  through  the  woodland  and  the  still 

ungathered  corn. 
On  the  dry  and  dusty  headland  hoofs  are  drumming 

once  again, 
Hoofs  that  summer  held  in  silence  wakened  to  the 

old  refrain. 

Favourite  hunters,  newly  saddled,  reef  and  prance 

along  the  rides 
With    the    foam    upon    their    shoulders    and    with 

heaving,  sweating  sides. 
Young  hounds,  checked  at  early  riot,  fling  along  their 

leaders'  line. 
Taking  up  the  ringing  chorus  that  can  warm  our 

hearts  like  wine. 


4  CUBBING 

Here  the  veteran  feeds  his  ardour  with  the  season's 

promise  fair, 
Here  the  schoolboy  learns  his  lesson  where  the  blind 

ditch  calls  for  care  ; 
Here  the  heedless  whelps  are  blooded  to  the  cautioning 

whip-thong's  sound  ; 
Here  grey-muzzled  Age  is  mentor  to  the  Youth  that 

rings  it  round. 


/ 


THE  RIGHT  SORT 

We  have  hustled  that  litter  in  Heatherlie  Whin, 
Two  crouch   in   the  bracken,  two  dodge   in    the 
corn, 

But  the  fifth  one  as  swift  as  the  shadow  of  sin 

Was  away  when  he  heard  the  first  note  of  the  horn. 

He  skimmed  the  broad  meadow  in  front  of  us  all 
With  his  brush  in  the  air  and  his  mask  to  the  moor. 

Looking  back  with  a  grin  from  the  top  of  the  wall 
Ere   he  dropped   to   the   heather  cool,  safe,  and 
secure. 

His  brothers  and  sisters  will  fall  by  the  way  ; 

They  '11  be  harried  and  headed  and  chopped  in  a 
ride  ; 
But  this  one  will  live  for  a  galloping  day 

And  lead  us  and  pound  us  and  scatter  us  wide. 


6  •  THE  RIGHT  SORT 

Let  him  travel  ! — A  good  one.     We  '11  meet  him  again 
When    the   fields   in   the   dusk   of   December  are 
dressed  ; 

We  shall  need  all  our  courage  to  follow  him  then, 
When  he  steals  o'er  the  open,  a  fox  of  the  best. 


THE  STABLE  PATH 

The  last  red  rose  on  the  arch  has  faded, 

The    border    has    mourned    for   its    last   white 
flower  ; 
The  dahlias  droop  where  the  frost  has  raided, 

The  grass  is  wet  with  an  autumn  shower  ; 
Dull  are  the  paths  with  their  leaf-strewn  gravel. 

Cold  is  the  wind  as  it  wanders  by, 
Still  there  's  a  path  that  a  man  can  travel 

Happy  at  heart  though  the  roses  die. 

The  path    to    the   stable  ! — ^Though    summer  be 
ended. 
Though  down   through  the  garden  no  bird  be 
astir, 
This  path  has  new  melodies  tunefully  blended — 
The  flick  of  a  whip  with  the  clink  of  a  spur  ! 


8  THE  STABLE  PATH 

So — on  through  the  yew-trees  where  shadows  strike 
chiller, 
Across  the  paved  courtyard,  at  last  to  the  stall 
Where,  pawing  in  eagerness,  chained  on  the  pillar 
Stands,  champing  his  bit-bars,  the  Pearl  of  them 
All! 


BETWEEN  THE  WOODS 

Silence  wraps  the  leafless  trees, 

Not  a  brushwood  branch  is  stirred  ; 
Sleeping  lies  the  morning  breeze, 

Hidden  is  the  listless  bird. 
Then — a  patter  in  the  lane  ; 

Then — a  shoe  that  clicks  on  stone  ; 
Creak  of  saddle  ;  chink  of  chain  ; 

Music  of  a  bit-bar  thrown. 

Through  the  lattice  boughs  the  sun 

Sets  a  glittering  shaft  astir, 
Lights  the  lean  hounds  one  by  one, 

Takes  the  bit  and  gilds  the  spur. 
Right,  there  gleams  a  magpie  wing  ; 

Left,  there  shrieks  a  watchful  jay — 
These  have  heard  the  deep  rides  ring 

Many  a  woodland  day. 


A  HUNTING  SONG 

Now  that  the  nuts  are  taken 

And  the  vale  is  cleared  of  corn, 
Now  that  the  wind  has  shaken 

The  last  leaf  from  the  thorn, 
Now,  with  the  woods  forsaken 

And  the  empty  fields  forlorn, 
Let  the  desolate  spaces  waken 

To  the  music  of  hound  and  horn  ! 

The  feet  of  the  year  are  flying 

Where  the  lost  years'  feet  have  fled  ; 
We  have  stood  where  the  leaves  are  dying, 

We  have  walked  where  the  flowers  are  dead. 
And  we  hear  the  wild  geese  crying 

In  their  southward  flight  o'erhead, 
And  our  hungry  hearts  arc  sighing 

For  the  gleam  of  the  White  and  Red. 
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A  HUNTING  SONG  n 

For  this  is  the  wise  gods'  guiding — 

When  winds  have  broken  the  rose, 
And  the  new  year's  buds  are  hiding, 

And  mist  on  the  moorland  goes, 
When  gales  from  the  north  are  gliding, 

And  gates  of  the  summer  close — 
That  the  lords  of  the  land  go  riding 

And  the  horn  on  the  upland  blows. 


♦  GONE  AWAY  ! ' 

'  He  '5  away  I ' — With  a  quickened  wild  beat  of  the 

heart 
Every  horseman  responds,  riding  hard  for  a  start, 
While  back  on  the  breeze  with  insistence  is  borne 
The  clamour  of  hounds  and  the  call  of  the  horn. 

What  crowding  and  crossing  1     What  foaming  and 

fret! 
'  Don't    pull,    you    old    duffer ;    we  'II    get    to    them 

yet  t  '— 
'  Confound  that  slow  tailor  up  there  on  the  hay  1 
Does  the  fellow  not  know  that  a  fox  is  away  ?  ' 

Hark  !     Something  like  music  I     Ye  gods,  how  they 

chime  ! 
'  Excuse  me  t ' — '  Go  on,  then  I '     '  Oh,  dash  it,  take 

time  1 '' 

Vi, 


'GONE  AWAY!'  13 

'  Don't  cross  me,  confound  you  1 ' — '  They  're  running 

some  clip  !  ' — 
'  Look   out  for   that    pony  I ' — '  Way,    there,  for    the 

Whip  I ' 

There  's  some  one  got  kicked,  and  he  's  stopping  to 

curse  ; 
But  we  're  clear  of  the  crowd  and  it  might  have  been 

worse. 
The  pick  of  the  vale  is  the  line  he  has  gone. 
'  Gar'r  away  on  to  him  I    Gar'  away  on  I ' 


THE  MUSIC  OF  THE  CHASE 

I  don't  know  any  tune  from  any  other, 
I  couldn't  sing  a  song  if  I  were  paid, 

I  couldn't  for  the  ransom  of  a  brother 

Hum  a  single  thing  that  anybody  played. 
But  I  know  one  melody 
That  can  stir  the  heart  of  me — 

It  's  the  mad  and  merry  challenge  of  the  horn  ! 
With  the  chime  of  hounds  that  follow, 
And  the  cheer  and  rate  and  holloa 

That  can  shake  the  very  dewdrops  from  the  thorn  ! 

I  couldn't  make  a  fortune  with  a  fiddle, 

I  scarce  can  sing  a  psalm-tune  in  a  pew, 
I  couldn't  lead  a  partner  '  down  the  middle  * 

With  a  more  than  sporting  chance  of  getting  through. 

I  couldn't  for  my  life 

Play  a  cornet  or  a  fife 
And  the  flute  was  never  any  friend  of  mine ; 

But  1  do  appreciate 

When  a  yokel  on  a  gate 
Gives  a  holloa  that  can  hold  us  to  the  line  ! 

14 


THE  MUSIC  OF  THE  CHASE  15 

For  everything  is  music  when  you  hunt, 

From  the  guttural  '  Gar'r'  on  there  ! '  of  the  Whip 
To  the  '  Tally-ho  ! '  of  some  one  up  in  front 
Or  the  holloa  of  a  herdsman  in  the  dip  ; 

The  crash  of  post  and  rail 

In  a  sort  of  running  scale, 
The  thunder  as  the  gallopers  go  by, 

The  ringing  '  For'ard  on  ! ' 

That  is  swallowed  up  anon 
In  the  chorus  of  the  pack  against  the  sky  ! 

So  let  others  swear  by  Melba  if  they  will, 
By  Crossley,  Tetrazzini,  and  the  rest ; 
I  '11  be  happy  if  I  hear  upon  the  hill 
The  voices  of  the  ladies  I  love  best — 

The  voices  of  a  pack 

Running  hot  upon  his  track, 
And  the  cheer  of  one  that  saw  the  way  he  went ! 

When  they  hustle  him  along 

Is  there  any  grander  song 
Than  the  song  of  sixteen  couple  on  a  scent  ? 


•YONDER  HE  GOES!' 

Always  our  fathers  were  hunters,  lords  of  the  pitiless 

spear, 
Chasing  in  English  woodlands  the  wild  white  ox  and 

the  deer. 
Feeling  the  edge  of  their  knife-blades,  trying  the  pull 

of  their  bows. 
At  a  sudden  foot  in  the  forest  thrilling  to  '  Yonder  he 

goes  ! ' 

Safe  for  the  space  of  a  summer  the  cubs  may  tumble 

and  play. 
Boldly  from  April  to  August  the  dog-fox  chooses  his 

way  ; 
But  soon  as  the  beech  leaf  reddens,  soon  as  the  chill 

wind  blows, 
He  must  steal,  cat-foot,  listening,  ready  for  '  Yonder 

he  goes  I ' 

16 


'YONDER  HE  GOES  !'  17 

The  sound  of  a  horn  in  the  bracken,  the  sound  of  a 

cheer  in  the  ride  ; 
Fourteen  couple  running  for  blood  as  though  to  the 

brush  of  him  tied  ! 
Fourteen    couple    screaming    for   blood,    and    every 

hound  of  them  knows 
This  is  his  right  from  the  ages — the  heart-stirring 

'  Yonder  he  goes  !  ' 

Not  for  the  lust  of  killing,  not  for  the  places  of  pride, 
Not  for  the  hate  of  the  hunted  we  English  saddle  and 

ride. 
But  because  in  the  gift  of  our  fathers  the  blood  in 

our  veins  that  flows 
Must   answer   for  ever  and  ever  the  challenge  of 

'  Yonder  he  goes  I ' 


C 
^ 


OUR  PILOTS 

You  that  run  the  reddened  ditch  among  the  drifted 

leaves 
May  set  the  pace  to  conquerors  and  guide  the  sons 

of  kings  ! 
You  that  on  your  stealthy  feet  go  through  the  wood 

like  thieves 
May  lead  your  troop,  a  hundred  horse,  when  once  a 

holloa  rings ! 

You  that,  if  you  lay  in  death,  the  poorest  churl  would 

pass — 
You  whose  brush  and  mask  and  pads  there  's  not  a 

tramp  would  take — 
Can  set  the  pride  of  England  riding  jealous  on  the 

grass 
And  captains,  earls,  and  countesses  contending  in 

your  wake ! 

18 
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OUR  PILOTS  19 

You  're  vermin  to  a  vast  of  folk,  but  glory  to  a  few. 
What  is  it  in  your  creeping  stride  that  calls  and  calls 

and  calls  ? 
What  is  it,  when  the  racing  pack  runs  on  from  scent 

to  view. 
That  rallies  us  to  ride  our  best — dead  straight — ^and 

chance  the  falls  ? 


THE  STRAIGHT  GOER 

The  ringing,  hanging  hen-roost  thief — we  have  no 

use  for  him  ; 
When  they  tear  him  up  and  eat  him  not  a  single  eye 

grows  dim  ; 
But  when  a  straight-necked  traveller  goes  gallantly 

away 
We  grieve  not  if  we  lose  him,  for  he  '11  run  some  other 

day. 

The  loafing,  skirting,  loud-mouthed  hound  that  hangs 

about  your  horse 
The  while  his  bolder  comrades  gather  thorn-wounds 

in  the  gorse — 
We  care  not  if  he  stops  a  kick  or  ties  himself  in 

wire, 
The  leader  running  straight  and  true  's  the  hound  of 

our  desire. 

20 


THE  STRAIGHT  GOER  21 

Give  me  the  fox  that  holds  his  point  though  fools 
and  fate  combine, 

Give  me  the  hound  that  follows  him  with  nose  upon 
the  line, 

The  horse  that  never  turns  his  head  at  fence  or  five- 
barred  gate, 

The  man  who  has  the  needful  nerve  to  cross  a  country 
straight  ! 

And  in  the  larger  field  of  life  let  skirters  stand  aside, 
Make  way  for  those  who  want  to  work  and  those  who 

dare  to  ride  ! 
The  only  one  who  's  worth  a  place  to  risk  a  fall  with 

fate 
Is  he   who  steels  his  gallant  heart  and   rides   his 

country  straight. 


THE  BATTERED  BRIGADE 

The  mark  of  a  stake  in  the  shoulder, 

The  brand  of  a  wall  on  the  knee, 
Are  scars  to  the  careless  beholder 

And  blemishes.     So  it  may  be  ; 
But  every  such  blemish  endorses 

The  pluck  of  a  steed  unafraid. 
And  the  heart  of  a  lover  of  horses 

Goes  out  to  the  Battered  Brigade. 

Their  knocks  have  been  gathered  in  duty. 

Their  scars  in  the  front  of  the  fray  ; 
It  isn't  your  cleanest-legged  beauty 

That 's  first  at  the  end  of  the  day. 
When  five  foot  of  timber  before  us 

Has  half  of  the  pretty  ones  stayed, 
If  you  want  to  catch  up  to  the  chorus 

Come  on  with  the  Battered  Brigade  ! 
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THE  BATTERED  BRIGADE  23 

Turned  out  in  the  finest  of  fettle 

'Tis  sometimes  the  soundest  that  fails 
And  would  rather  hear  hoofs  on  the  metal 

Than  follow  the  rattle  of  rails  ; 
But  out  on  the  grass  with  hounds  racing 

And  fences  as  big  as  they  're  made 
The  cream  of  the  gay  steeple-chasing 

Is  left  to  the  Battered  Brigade. 

Their  line  is  the  line  of  the  foxes, 

Their  pace  is  the  pace  of  the  pack, 
Though  to-morrow  they  stand  in  their  boxes 

As  stiff  as  the  props  of  a  stack  ; 
And  I  '11  lay  you  my  cheque  at  the  banker's 

They  're  forward  next  week  undismayed. 
Good  luck  to  the  blemished  front-rankers  [ 

Hats  off  to  the  Battered  Brigade  ! 


SKYLINE  TOMMY 

He  loves  all  games  that  good  men  play- 

And  plays  them  clean  and  straight — 
But  most  the  chase  of  foxes 

With  all  its  turns  of  fate. 
When  far  behind  him  in  the  vale 

Strings  out  our  beaten  hunt 
With  easy  grace  he  keeps  his  place, 

His  rightful  place,  in  front. 

He  always  seems  to  lead  us 

Whate'er  the  pace  may  be — 
'  He  's  always  on  the  skyline  ! ' 

As  some  one  said  to  me. 
'Tis  true  his  horses  are  the  best, 

'Tis  true  he  steals  his  start, 
But  none  could  hold  a  line  so  bold 

Without  a  gallant  heart. 
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SKYLINE  TOMMY  25 

So  here  's  to  Skyline  Tommy, 

The  bravest  of  our  guides  ! 
In  all  the  scattered  counties 

No  finer  horseman  rides  ; 
Not  soon  shall  we,  the  laggards, 

The  cheering  sight  forget 
Of  Tommy  high  against  the  sky 

In  splendid  silhouette  ! 


STORM-STAYED 

When   snowflakes   are   whirling  and   highways   are 

drifted, 
When  hounds  are  in  kennel  and  nags  in  their  stalls  ; 
When  the  centre  of  faith  to  the  fireside  has  shifted 
And  life  is  confined  within  four  solid  walls  ; 
Then    Memory    for    comfort    stands    touching    our 

shoulder, 
And  Fancy  for  favour  sits  close  by  our  side, 
And  drifts  may  pile  deeper  and  winds  may  grow 

colder, 
But  down  in  our  hearts  there  are  green  fields  to  ride. 

With  the  smoke  from  our  pipes  like  a  meadow  mist 

trailing. 
With  the  hum  of  the  storm-wind  like  hoofs  in  our  ears, 
Across  the  big  pastures  in  dream  we  go  sailing 
To  pound  the  reluctant  and  pace  with  our  peers  ; 

26 


STORM-STAYED  27 

Or,  stretched  on  the  sofa,  we  sup  with  the  sages  ; 
With  Nimrod,  or  Surtees  the  second  to  none  ; 
Or  search  through  the  Druid's  delectable  pages, 
Or  sample  with  Brooksby  the  Best  of  the  Fun. 

For  some  there  are  scenes  of  their  youth  to  recover  ; 
Wild  musters,  wild  round-ups  in  sage  brush  and  sand. 
From  the  fenceless  far  places  that  lack  not  a  lover 
So  long  as  the  snaffle  lies  light  to  the  hand. 
Though   snowflakes   be   whirling,   and   highways  be 

drifted. 
Though  hounds  doze  in  kennel  and  nags  in  their 

stalls, 
There  's  never  a  storm-cloud  too  dark  to  be  lifted 
When  dream-logs  are  burning  in  horse-lovers'  halls. 


THE  HUNTSMAN'S  HORSE 

The  galloping  seasons  have  slackened  his  pace, 

And   stone  wall    and    timber    have    battered    his 
knees  ; 

It  is  many  a  year  since  he  gave  up  his  place 
To  live  out  his  life  in  comparative  ease. 

No  more  does  he  stand  with  his  scarlet  and  white 
Like  a  statue  of  marble  girth  deep  in  the  gorse  ; 

No  more  does  he  carry  the  Horn  of  Delight 

That    called    us    to   follow    the    huntsman's    old 
horse. 

How  many  will  pass  him  and  not  understand, 

As  he  trots  down  the  road  going  cramped  in  his 
stride, 

That  he  once  set  the  pace  to  the  best  in  the  land 
Ere  they  tightened  his  curb  for  a  lady  to  ride  ! 
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When  the  music  begins  and  a  right  one  's  away, 
When  hoof-strokes  are  thudding  Hke  drums  on  the 
ground, 

The  old  spirit  wakes  in  the  worn-looking  grey 

And  the  pride  of  his  youth  comes  to  life  at  a  bound. 

He  leans  on  the  bit  and  he  lays  to  his  speed. 

To  the  winds  of  the  open  his  stiffness  he  throws. 

And  if  spirit  were  all  he  'd  be  up  with  the  lead 

Where  the  horse  that  supplants  him  so  easily  goes. 

No  double  can  daunt  him,  no  ditch  can  deceive. 
No  bank  can  beguile  him  to  set  a  foot  wrong. 
But  the  years  that  have  passed  him  no  power  can 
retrieve — 
To  the  swift  is  their  swiftness,  their  strength  to  the 
strong  ! 

To  the  best  of  us  all  comes  a  day  and  a  day 

When  the  pace  of  the  leaders  shall  leave  us  forlorn. 

So  we  '11  give  him  a  cheer — ^the  old  galloping  grey — 
As  he  labours  along  to  the  lure  of  the  Horn. 


THE  CHRISTMAS  FOX 

If  I  were  of  the  gods  that  rule 
The  game  of  Fox  and  Hound, 

There  is  a  thing  I  'd  do  at  Yule 
Whenever  it  came  round. 

I  would  provide  as  Christmas  Box 
For  every  sportsman's  child 

A  very  special  Christmas  Fox 
With  manners  specially  mild. 

From  covert  he  should  boldly  burst 

And  stay  so  long  in  view 
That  each  could  say,  '  I  saw  him  first 

I  saw  him  before  you  ! ' 

And  he  should  choose  a  careful  line 

Avoiding  wire  and  walls, 
That  little  folk  of  eight  and  nine 

Should  have  but  comfy  falls. 
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And  he  should  set  a  gentle  pace 

Towards  the  distant  whin, 
That  every  child  might  keep  his  place 

The  cheery  hunt  within  ; 

That  every  boy  on  holiday 

And  girl  from  lessons  freed 
Might  see  as  much  as  grown-ups  may 

When  foxes  run  at  speed. 

And  when  he  'd  gone  a  mile  or  two 
The  hounds  should  catch  him  fair, 

And  Michael,  Madge,  and  Montague, 
And  all  the  rest  be  there. 

And  there  should  be  no  jealous  lads 

Nor  tearful  lasses  found, 
For  he  'd  have  brushes,  masks,  and  pads 

Suihcient  to  go  round  ! 


THE  LONG  HACK  HOME 

The  wind  in  the  woodland  grieves, 

The  stars  on  a  wet  road  gleam, 
The  beech-trees  bare  of  leaves 

Are  weird  as  the  trees  of  dream. 
The  white-crowned  feet  of  the  bay 

And  the  white  girths  splashed  with  loam 
Pass  like  a  ghost  of  grey 

On  the  long  hack  home. 

A  watch-dog  barks  at  the  farm, 

A  lamp  in  the  window  flares, 
A  night-bird  calls  in  alarm 

As  into  the  dark  he  fares. 
The  moon  swings  over  the  thorn 

And  grins  like  a  trunkless  gnome, 
And  weird  wan  thoughts  are  born 

On  the  long  hack  home. 
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The  bay  goes  short  in  his  stride 

And  carries  his  lean  head  low, 
The  spur  is  close  at  his  side, 

Yet  his  stumbling  step  is  slow. 
On  his  flank  the  drying  sweat, 

On  his  neck  the  faded  foam, 
But  his  ears  are  forward  set 

On  the  long  hack  home. 

But  the  longest  lane  must  turn 

And  the  longest  day  must  end  ; 
And  the  stable  lanterns  burn 

And  the  well-known  roofs  befriend. 
And  who  that  would  not  ride. 

And  who  that  would  not  roam, 
For  a  lodge  gate  open  wide 

On  the  long  hack  home  ? 
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HOUNDS  GOING  HOME  IN  THE  DARK 

Rustle  of  feet  in  the  roadside  grass, 
Trample  of  horses'  hoofs,  and — Hark  ! 

Blast  of  an  anxious  horn  !     Hounds  pass  ; 
Hounds  going  home  in  the  dark. 

Bold  was  our  huntsman  galloping  free 

On  a  difficult  line  to  the  hills  to-day, 
But  his  hand  is  trembling  against  his  knee 

At  the  hint  of  a  light  on  the  King's  Highway. 
*  *  *  ^:  *  * 

'  Car  ! '     And  the  gold  spreads  over  the  sky  ; 

'  Keep  to  the  front  there  1     Stop  them,  Mark  1 ' 
Toot-toot-too-oot  1 — '  Halloo,  there  ! — Hi  ! ' — 

Hounds  going  home  in  the  dark. 

Crack  of  a  whip  as  the  headlights  near — 
Blind  in  the  blaze  they  group  and  grope. 
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'  Curse  the  feller,  and  can't  he  hear  ? 

Put  'em  across,  there  ! — Cope,  boys,  cope  !  * 

When  never  a  star  is  hung  in  the  sky, 
With  never  a  lamp  or  a  lantern  spark, 

Huntsman  and  Whips  go  groping  by, 
Blowing  them  home  in  the  dark. 


THE  BOLD  BUCCLEUCH 

The  bold  Buccleuch  are  a  Northern  crew — 

What  you  call  a  provincial  pack — 
And  they  do  indeed  hunt  near  the  Tweed, 

But  nothing  of  style  they  lack, 
Nothing  of  pace  or  love  of  the  chase, 

And  the  best  man  has  plenty  to  do 
If  he  wishes  to  ride  from  Salenside 

In  the  lead  of  the  bold  Buccleuch. 

You  may  never  have  seen  St.  Boswell's  Green 

On  the  morn  of  a  kennel  meet, 
Or  come  to  a  stop  on  the  Eildon  top 

With  the  Border  under  your  feet  ; 
But  unless  you  've  been  there  it  is  vain  to  declare 

That  the  breadth  of  the  land  provides 
A  grander  sight  for  a  man's  delight 

Or  a  vale  that  sounder  rides. 
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If  more  you  would  learn,  come  out  for  a  turn 

When  they  're  drawing  the  Steelmoor  Whin  ; 
Of  a  run  you  '11  be  sure  over  Roxburgh  moor 

With  a  bit  of  the  plough  thrown  in  ; 
Or  they  '11  find  you  a  trail  to  the  banks  of  the  Ale, 

Which  is  somewhere  you  never  have  been. 
And  land  you  at  night  upon  Grundiston  Height 

With  a  hell  of  a  hack  to  the  Green. 

If  you  're  anxious  for  sport  of  the  genuine  sort 

In  a  country  of  stone  wall  and  thorn, 
You  '11  have  plough,  grass,  and  heath  with  the  Earl 
of  Dalkeith 

And  the  right  man  to  carry  the  horn. 
You  '11  return  to  the  Shires  and  the  rattle  of  wires 

With  the  wish  that  you  'd  nothing  to  do 
But  for  ever  to  ride  with  the  hills  at  your  side 

In  the  wake  of  the  bold  Buccleuch. 


A  HILL  FOX 

What  has  brought  him  so  far 

From  the  glidder  and  scar 
And  the  heath  where  the  brown  runnels  croon  ? 

Did  he  cross  on  a  raid  ? 

Or  like  man  to  a  maid 
For  a  vixen  that  cried  to  the  moon  ? 

It  was  late  the  next  morn 

WTien  the  note  of  the  horn 
Made  him  creep  from  his  lair  in  the  glen, 

And  he  heard  a  far  whip 

At  the  end  of  the  strip 
And  '  Yoi  !  over  it  ;  over  it,  then  ! ' 

How  his  throbbing  heart  beat 

As  on  swift  little  feet 
He  crept  stealthily  down  by  the  wall, 

While  a  man  on  a  grey 

With  a  loud  '  Gone  away  !  * 
Gave  the  line  of  his  flight  to  them  all. 
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There  are  foxes  that  swing 

With  the  wind  on  its  wing, 
There  are  foxes  that  circle  and  thread, 

But  he  chose  his  bold  line 

Where  the  hill-tops  a-shine 
Touched  the  shadows  in  which  he  was  bred. 


Hark  1     What  melody  floats 

From  those  deep  dappled  throats 
As  the  beauties  set  nose  to  the  ground  ! 

Down  the  field  by  the  gorse 

Comes  the  thunder  of  horse. — 
They  have  found  I    They  have  found  !    They  have 
found  I 

'Tis  a  short  enough  start, 

But  a  hill  fox's  heart 
Never  quails  when  the  peaks  are  in  view  ; 

Down  the  valley  he  dips, 

Through  the  grey  river  slips 
With  his  mask  to  the  shadows  of  blue. 


40  A  HILL  FOX 

There  's  a  check  on  the  sward 
And  a  doubt  at  the  ford, 

And  he  's  o'er  the  first  shoulder  and  gone 
Ere  the  leaders,  set  right. 
Are  full  cry  on  his  flight. — 

For'ard  on  !     For'ard  on  !     For'ard  on  I 


There  's  the  crash  of  a  rail 

As  the  crowd  leaves  the  vale 
And  swings  out  on  the  heath  of  the  hill. 

And  it 's  slow  they  must  creep 

Up  the  edge  of  the  steep 
Though  the  lean  hounds  are  galloping  still. 


Higher  yet  !     Higher  yet  ! 

Flies  the  foam,  springs  the  sweat 
On  the  stoutest  that  money  can  buy  ! — 

Has  he  wings  this  red  brute  ? — 

There  's  a  hound  running  mute 
On  the  precipice  edge  of  the  sky  ! 


A  HILL  FOX  41 


Now  a  turn  to  the  left 
Where  a  hill-stream  has  cleft 

Its  wild  course  amid  boulder  and  moss  ; 
There  's  a  rattle  and  splash 
As  the  loose  pebbles  crash, 

And  the  leaders  are  safely  across. 


'  For'ard  ! '  still  is  the  cry 

As  the  dappled  ones  fly 
Round  the  sheep-track  that  reddens  the  heath, 

And  a  gleam  in  our  sight 

Like  a  ribbon  of  white 
Lies  the  far-away  river  beneath. 


Over  hill-top  and  slope 

Still  we  stumble  and  grope 
Through  the  tussocks  where  sheep  drains  are  blind. 

And  the  men  that  have  led 

Are  gone  further  ahead 
And  the  slow  ones  drop  further  behind. 
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And  the  little  hill  fox 

Threads  his  way  through  the  rocks 
Where  the  stream  makes  a  feather  of  foam  ; 

Does  he  laugh  at  us  now 

As  he  climbs  the  last  brow 
That  leads  straight  to  the  haven  of  home  ? 

If  he  laughs,  'tis  too  soon. 

By  no  merry  March  moon 
Shall  he  cross  to  the  lowlands  again, 

For  that  sudden  warm  breath 

On  his  flank  carries  Death — 
Not  a  whip-length  away  from  his  den. 

'Twas  a  gallant  hill  fox 

We  broke  up  in  the  rocks 
That  deserved  better  fate  than  he  won 

Where  the  hawks  made  their  stoop 

To  the  ringing  '  Who-whoop  I ' 
O'er  the  best  that  e'er  led  us  a  run. 


THE  OLD  PONY  SPEAKS 

Brats  !    How  they  bucket  along  ! 

Do  they  think  that  my  legs  are  of  brass, 
Or  that  I  who  was  bought  for  a  song 

Can  keep  pace  with  pure  blood  on  the  grass  ? 
And  how,  will  you  tell  me,  at  all 

Do  the  thrusting  young  beggars  suppose 
I  'm  to  deal  with  a  boundary  wall 

With  a  top  I  can't  touch  with  my  nose  ? 

My  flanks  they  for  ever  are  at 

With  a  spur  they  have  rubbed  with  a  file, 
It 's  a  good  thing  my  coat  's  like  a  mat 

Or  they  'd  have  me  all  blood  in  a  mile. 
Their  whips  are  for  ever  at  work 

Like  a  jock's  at  the  end  of  a  race, 
For  each  rowdy,  untamed  little  Turk 

Has  no  thought  in  creation  but  pace. 
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I  don't  know  which  most  I  detest — 

Little  brats  who  can't  ride,  or  who  can. 
The  latter  are  always  a  pest 

For  they  must  be  well  up  in  the  van  ; 
While  the  others  are  fully  as  bad, 

For  they  like  to  hold  on  by  my  jaw, 
And  they  bump  up  and  down  on  the  pad 

Till  my  back  and  my  withers  are  raw. 

Yes  !     I  am  a  bit  savage  to-night, 

Being  kept  out  so  blackguardly  long  I 
And  perhaps  after  all  you  are  right, 

And  my  language  is  rather  too  strong. 
I  don't  mean  quite  all  I  have  said. 

And  my  wrath  's  not  as  fierce  as  it  sounds, 
And  I  '11  say — now  he  's  safe  in  his  bed — 

He  's  a  genuine  good  'tm  to  hounds  I 


THE  SECOND  WHIP  EXPLAINS 

Now,  gatherin'  'ounds  is  a  job  I  like 

Wen  the  winter  day  draws  in, 
Wen  shadows  are  lyin'  by  every  dyke 

An'  creepin'  out  o'  the  whin  ; 
Wen  'Armony  's  missin'  an'  Houtcast  too, 

An'  the  Master  'e  says  to  me — 
'  Jim,  you  go  back  to  that  gorse  we  drew, 

For  it 's  there  them  beggars  '11  be  1 ' 

Oh,  gatherin'  'ounds  is  the  job  I  love, 

Wen  the  dark  comes  down  on  the  thorn 
An'  the  moon  is  'ung  in  the  sky  above 

Like  a  glitterin'  'untin'  'orn  ; 
Wen  I  ride  the  banks  like  a  ghdin'  ghost 

An'  the  dips  like  a  witch  o'  fear — 
This  is  the  job  wot  I  loves  the  most 

In  the  darkest  days  o'  the  year. 
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Though  it  's  me  that  knows  that  the  cunnin'  old  rags 

Will  be  'alfway  'ome  by  now, 
O'  course  if  you  're  sent  for  a  'ound  wot  lags 

You  must  do  as  you  're  ordered  'o\v  ; 
An'  it 's  alius  the  custom,  so  I  've  found, 

With  a  pack  worth  callin'  a  pack 
That  a  Whip  goes  back  for  the  missin'  'ound — 

An'  it 's  mostly  me  goes  back  ! 

Though  I  know  the  beggars  is  runnin'  the  road 

On  a  breast-high  scent  o'  soup, 
Will  I  use  my  brains  ? — No,  I  '11  be  blowed 

If  I  'd  ever  so  'umble  stoop  ; 
If  they  think  that  a  fox'ound  don't  have  wits, 

Let  'em  think  so,  then,  I  say  ! 
Some  folk  must  gather  up  sense  by  bits 

As  a  fed  'oss  gathers  'is  'ay. 

No,  I  don't  'alf  mind  keepin'  long  late  hours, 

For  it 's  all  in  the  day  for  me. 
An'  I  know  there  's  a  glass  to  be  'ad  at  the  Towers, 

An'  there  's  Oakwood  Farm  for  tea, 
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With  a  pail  o'  gruel  all  mixed,  I  guess, 
An'  a  stall  that  the  old  'oss  knows, 

An'  a  seat  by  the  kitchen  fire  wi'  Bess 
W'en  the  cook  an'  the  'ousemaid  goes  ! 

An'  that 's  wy  I  ride  so  cheery  back 

W'en  the  Master  says  to  me — 
'  Jim  ' — wi'  'is  keen  heye  hover  the  pack — 

'  I  am  two  'ounds  short,  or  three.' 
An'  that 's  wy  I  'm  Houtcast's  honly  friend 

An'  'Armony's  life-long  pal, 
Because  if  they  kept  wi'  the  pack  to  the  end, 

Well — 'ow  would  I  see  my  gal  ? 


THE  HUNTER'S  MOON 

Her  courts  are  full  of  the  brown  owl's  calling. 

The  bats  on  her  purple  pavement  wheel. 
On  her  jewelled  steps  when  the  dusk  is  falling 
Lowly  the  courtier  night-clouds  kneel. 
Great  stars  bow  to  her  ; 
Bear  and  Plough  to  her 
Carry  the  gifts  that  are  God's  own  gold  ; 

Making  vow  to  her 
Blows  the  wind  from  the  starry  wold. 

A  queen  she  is  ;  yet  she  hath  her  lovers 

Who  canter  home  in  the  drifted  leaves, 
And  many  a  man  in  the  dark  discovers 
Her  silver  kiss  on  his  scarlet  sleeves. 
Miles  grow  gay  for  him, 
Night  grows  Day  for  him. 
Long  wet  lanes  with  her  smile  are  strewn  ; 

Cares  make  way  for  him — 
Him  that  for  love  hath  the  Hunter's  Moon. 


A  GALLOP  FROM  THE  TRAIN 

Though  I  can't  afford  a  hunter — more  's  the  pity, 
I  love  a  rousing  gallop  like  the  rest  ! — 

Every  morning  as  I  travel  to  the  city 

I  have  five  and  forty  minutes  of  the  best. 

As  we  leave  our  country  station  there  's  a  holloa 
(If  it 's  but  the  engine  whistle,  never  mind  !). 

By  the  window  I  am  sitting,  and  I  follow 
Where  the  horn  of  Fancy  tells  me  of  a  find. 

Through  the  rattle  of  our  going  comes  the  chorus, 
'Tis  a  south  wind  and  a  proper  scenting  day, 

There  's  a  topping  piece  of  country  spread  before  us. 
And  I  '11  jump  it  all  in  fancy  on  the  grey. 

How  he  dances  as  I  edge  him  through  the  others  ; 

He  is  fond  of  this  finessing  for  a  start. 
Just  a  little  bit  more  eager  than  his  brothers 

By  a  beat,  or  maybe  two  beats,  of  his  heart  ! 
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There 's    a    gap  we    know  of,   leading  from  the 
stubble, 

And  we  have  it  while  the  other  people  pass. 
A  crash  behind  us  !     Some  one  tasting  trouble  ! 

We  are  over,  in  the  lead,  and  on  the  grass. 

How  he  lays  him  down  to  revel  in  his  freedom  ! 

How  he  snatches  at  his  snaffle  as  he  goes  ! 
The  Field  will  have  to  gallop  when  we  lead  'em  ! 

Hark,    behind    us  !     There 's    another    on    his 
nose  ! 

Here  's  an  oak-rail  with  a  trappy  ditch  behind  it, 
And  I  feel  the  little  beggar  shortening  stride. 

It 's  a  big  one,  but  I  know  he  wouldn't  mind  it 
Were  it  twice  as  big  and  half  again  as  wide  ! 

So  I  catch  him  by  the  head  a  little  shorter. 

And  his  answer  comes  a-thrilling  from  the  bit ; 

Then    I    loose    him,   and    he    flies    it.     What    a 
snorter  ! 
And  he  never  made  the  shadow  of  a  hit ! 
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So  we  take  those  rasping  fences — well,  perhaps  a  wee 
bit  faster 
Than  we  'd  take  'em  if  we  were  not  in  a  train  ! 
And  there  's  not  a  soul  before  us  but  the  huntsman 
and  the  Master 
And  a  toiling  Field  is  squandered  once  again  ! 

By  a  grey  suburban  station,  to  the  sullen  air-brake's 
grinding, 
We  kill  our  dog-fox  handsomely  at  last. 
It  was  five  and  forty  minutes  to  the  finish  from  the 
finding — 
And  at  fifty  miles  an  hour  'twas  pretty  fast  ! 


THE  OLD  MARE'S  FOAL 

The  hunting  seasons  may  come  and  pass, 

And,  deaf  to  the  horn  and  hound. 
The  old  mare  sleeps  where  the  meadow  grass 

Grows  green  upon  yonder  mound  ; 
But  over  the  fence  where  the  young  stock  run 

And  the  long-tail  yearlings  roll 
Best  of  the  bunch  there  is  always  one 

That  is  known  as  '  the  old  mare's  foal.' 

When  the  stable  is  full  and  each  box  and  stall 

Has  a  head  to  our  footsteps  turned, 
When  there  is  a  tale  to  be  told  of  them  all 

And  a  legend  of  each  to  be  learned, 
The  owner  will  turn  to  a  box  aside 

Like  a  man  who  has  reached  his  goal. 
And  say  in  a  voice  that  is  big  with  pride, 

'  And  ihis — is  the  old  mare  's  foal  1 ' 
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'  She  was  the  best  that  I  ever  had, 

She  needed  no  whip  nor  spur, 
Game  as  a  pebble,  and  this  game  lad 

Is  the  living  image  of  her — 
Same  old  courage  and  jaunty  tread, 

Just  like  the  good  old  soul  ! 
I  could  pick  him  out  of  a  hundred  head, 

In  the  dark,  as  the  old  mare's  foal.' 
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The  old  mare  sound  in  the  warm  earth  sleeps 

And  the  seasons  come  and  go. 
But  a  colt  in  the  stable  her  likeness  keeps, 

And  somehow  it 's  good  to  know 
That  a  sportsman  is  true  to  his  love  for  her 

And  till  Time  of  his  best  takes  toll 
There  will  never  be  mark  of  whip  or  spur 

On  the  flank  of  the  old  mare's  foal. 


BIFFY 

Dave  's  to  be  a  doctor  ;  he  's  very  sure  of  that  ; 
The  mighty  men  of  Europe  will  be  waiting  on  his  mat ; 
Ambassadors  will  ask  for  him  and  princes  show  their 

tongues 
And  Dave  will  give  them  Gregory  for  congestion  of  the 

lungs. 

George  will  drive  an  engine  at  an  unrestricted  pace 

In  dirty  cotton  dungarees  with  black  upon  his  face  ; 

While  Arthur's  fond  ambition,  if  the  gods  will  let  him 
grow, 

Is  to  stand  outside  the  portals  of  a  London  picture- 
show. 

But  Biflfy,  little  Biflfy,  is  the  man  that  I  admire  ; 
To  don  the  white  and  scarlet  is  his  sound  and  sole 
desire  ; 
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To  wear  a  pair  of  shining  spurs  and  prance  outside 

the  whin 
And  roar  ail  day  at  Dairymaid  and  flick  at  Javelin. 

■F  n*  vr  V  "F  "F 

The   world    will    be   a   cheery   place   when    Biffy  's 
whipper-in  ! 


ALONE  WITH  HOUNDS 

A  WALL  on  a  bank  at  the  top  of  a  plough — 

Down  a   lane — and  there  's  no  one  in   front  of  us 

now  i 
Through  a  wood— then  the  upland  with  sky  for  its 

bounds ! 
We  are  out  in  the  open,  alone  with  the  hounds  ! 
Alone  with  the  hounds  ! 
The  heart  how  it  bounds 
To  that  acme  of  rapture — alone  with  the  hounds  ! 

One  moment  they  falter,  then  drive  in  swift  flight  ; 
There  's  a  cap  on  the  skyline  to  prove  they  are  right  ! 
A  crash  of  rare  music — Oh,  sweetest  of  sounds 
To  the  man  on  the  stayer,  alone  with  the  hounds  ! 

Alone  with  the  hounds  ! 

Their  chorus  resounds 
In  a  song  to  our  triumph,  alone  with  the  hounds  ! 
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Old  grass  and  sound  going,  sweet  country  to  ride  ; 
Stone  walls  with  sod  tops  that  we  take  in  our  stride  ; 
We   would    not   have    missed    it    for   thousands   of 

pounds — 
This  hour  of  fulfilment,  alone  with  the  hounds  ! 

Alone  with  the  hounds  ! 

The  scattered  Field  pounds 
Far  behind  us  ;  Fate  leaves  us  alone  with  the  hounds  ! 

Oh,  good  horse  and  gallant,  my  rapture  you  share 
As  you  top  the  tall  fences  with  inches  to  spare, 
To  your  pluck  and  condition  the  credit  redounds 
Of  this  gallop  of  gallops  alone  with  the  hounds  ! 

Alone  with  the  hounds  1 

Joy's  uttermost  bounds 
We    have    reached    as   companions   alone   with    the 
hounds ! 


TO  THE  FARMERS 

When  we  bid  a  farewell  to  the  season 

And  turn  out  our  hunters  to  grass, 
'Twould  be  surely  the  blackest  of  treason 

To  go  without  filling  a  glass 
To  the  men  who  have  furthered  our  pastime 

By  lending  their  fields  for  the  fun  ! 
Here  's  '  The   Farmers  ! ' — Once,   twice,  and  a  last 
time— 

And  '  Grandfather,  father,  and  son  ! ' 

Looking  back  on  the  season  that 's  ended, 

We  blush  for  our  track  in  the  seeds. 
For  the  fences  we  left  to  be  mended, 

And  the  damage  we  did  in  the  swedes  ; 
And  so,  when  we  know  there  's  no  brooding 

And  the  mending  is  cheerfully  done. 
Let  us  drink  to  the  farmers  ;   including 

The  grandfather,  father,  and  son  ! 
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From  that  rattling  good  day  in  November 

Up  to  yesterday's  wonderful  burst 
There  is  scarcely  a  run  we  remember 

When  a  farmer  was  other  than  first. 
It 's  because  when  the  pace  becomes  clinking 

They  can  ride  with  us  second  to  none 
That  we  drink — with  our  hearts  in  the  drinking — 

*  The  Farmers  I — ^Sire,  grandsire,  and  son  ! ' 


LOYAL  HEART 

•  Your  old  "  Loyal  Heart  "  was  getting  very  hard  up,  and 
I  was  obliged  to  shoot  him  the  other  day.' 

Lelier  from  Australian  friend. 

Suns  of  memory  shining  through  the  sandal-wood  at 

dawn  ! 
Bush  birds  drowning  music  of  these  thrushes  on  the 

lawn  ! 
Back  again  the  glory  of  our  gallops — ^you  and  I, 
Sharers  in  a  comradeship  the  world  could  never  buy  ! 

Dust  above  five  thousand  on  the  trodden  travelled 
plains  ! 

Camp  fires  in  the  river-bend  and  clink  of  hobble 
chains  ! 

Tramp  of  ringing  cattle  where  the  swamp  and  sand- 
hill meet  ! 

Hoof  slide  on  the  clover  where  you  wheeled  with 
sudden  feet  1 
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Journeys  on  the  measured  miles  that  run  from  town 

to  town  ! 
Journeys  only  measured  by  the  space  the  sun  drops 

down  ! 
Journeys  where  the  gum-boughs  bent  to  brush  your 

bridle  bars  ! 
Journeys    reaching    from    the    dawn    to    touch    the 

evening  stars  ! 

Faithful  !     Must    I    see    you,    in    the    dreams    that 

flutter  by, 
Lying  'mid  the  salt-bush  as  I  've  seen  your  comrades 

lie, 
Carrion  birds  about  you  and  the  Bush  winds  from 

the  plain 
Lifting  for  the  last  time  all  the  white  locks  of  your 

mane  ? 

Gallant  one  !     Good-bye  to  you  ! — I  would  not  wish 

you  back, 
Slave  to  thoughtless  hand  and  heel  along  the  dusty 

track  1 
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I  would  not  wish  you  back  again,  old  Loyal  Heart,  to 
feel 

Bite  of  the  doubled  stockwhip,  sting  of  the  long- 
necked  steel  ! 

Rest  from  your  labour,   Loyal  Heart,  the  Lachlan 

lapping  low 
Sings  not  a  sadder  song  for  you  than  English  rivers 

know  ! 
Sands  blowing  from  the  mulga  range  shall  bury  you 

so  deep 
Hoofs  of  your  busy  comrade-steeds  shall  break  not 

on  your  sleep  ! 


WHYTE  MELVILLE 

How  good  it  is,  how  good,  to  fling  aside 
The  last  new  garbage-novel  of  the  day 
And  turn  again  with  pleasure  and  with  pride 
To  your  long  line  of  volumes  silver-grey, 
And  with  you,  gallant  heart,  to  ride  away 
Through  that  clean  world  where  your  Sir  Galahads 
ride  ! 


How  good  it  is,  how  good,  to  feel  again 

The   pure   winds  blow  ;    to  see    the    sun's    clear 

beams  ; 

To  meet  your  kindly  women  and  brave  men 

In  English  meadows,  and  by  English  streams  ; 

To  cross  the  fences  in  your  shire  of  dreams 

And    hunt    your    Devon    stags    o'er    moor    and 

fen! 
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You  paint  for  us  the  ages  dead  and  gone, 
You  lead  us  tranced  through  a  long-lost  land  ; 
You  build  for  us  the  walls  of  Babylon, 
Set  forth  the  palm-tree  and  the  desert  sand  ; 
Or  bring  before  our  eyes  that  maiden  band 
That    whispered     round    a    fair    Queen's    tragic 
throne. 

You  take  us,  wondering,  through  the   streets  of 

Rome 
To  drink  with  old  Vitellius  at  the  board  ; 
We  follow  proud  Valeria  to  her  home, 
We  hail  the  Net  and  Trident,  and  the  Sword, 
While  round  the  crowded  seats  with  one  accord 
The  white  scarves  flutter  like  a  flower  of  foam. 

And  all  the  songs  you  sang  for  us  1 — With  you 
We  ride  again  the  old  road  through  the  broom  ; 
We  watch  the  swallows  wheel,  and  bid  adieu 
To  love  and  summer  in  September's  gloom  ; 
And  yet  you  are  no  poet  of  the  tomb. 
But  glad  and  gay,  if  very  tender  too  ! 
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Dear,  brave  Whyte  Melville  !     Every  sportsman 

heart 
That  holds  ideals  of  the  clean  and  right 
Shall  sometimes  in  these  new  days  muse  apart, 
Taking  your  hand  in  love  and  sport  and  fight, 
Touching  for  one  brief  hour  the  golden  height 
That  all  may  climb,  led  upward  by  your  Art ! 


TO  MY  COW-BOY  SADDLE 

Are  your  days  all  darkness,  your  nights  all  gloom, 
Hung  here  in  an  English  harness-room  ? 
Do  you  never  fret  for  the  open  sky 
And  the  wind  of  the  Rockies  racing  by, 
For  the  twisted  pines  on  the  mountain  wall 
And  the  bare  hoofs'  beat  and  the  cow-boys'  call  ? 

Do  you  never  dream  of  the  autumn  camps 
With  the  stars  hung  up  in  the  blue  like  lamps  ? 
Do  you  never  sigh  for  the  round-up  joys 
And  the  laugh  and  jest  of  the  Western  boys 
As  they  tossed  you  down  with  a  careless  hand 
On  the  sage-brush  floor  of  the  Don't  Care  Land  ? 

You  are  never  used  for  a  journey  now 
Except  when  I  stand  at  your  side  to  bow 
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To  the  spell  of  the  half-forgotten  days 
As  they  call  me  forth  to  the  Western  ways, 
Then  back  to  my  hand  come  rope  and  rein 
And  together  we  ride  on  the  range  again. 

And  I  see  the  dust  in  the  dim  corral, 
The  plunge  and  fight  when  the  long  loop  fell. 
I  see  in  the  dusk  of  the  mountain  dawn 
The  bridles  buckled,  the  cinches  drawn, 
And,  gliding  ghosts  through  the  morning  grey, 
The  merry  comrades  riding  away. 

Your  mountings  shine  with  a  splendid  sheen, 
You  are  smooth  and  polished  and  soft  and  clean. 
There  is  never  a  speck  on  flap  or  band 
As  you  lounge  in  state  on  your  oaken  stand, 
But  somehow  I  think  I  loved  you  best 
Dimmed  with  the  dust  of  the  careless  West  I 


IDLE  WOOD 

Grey  Idlewood,  my  beauty, 

You  take  your  royal  due, 
Reward  of  faithful  duty, 

In  fields  made  fair  for  you  ! 
Tall  elms  that  bid  you  rest, 

A  sky  just  flecked  with  cloud, 
A  warm  wind  from  the  west 

Too  shy  to  whisper  loud, 
That  brings  no  sound  of  hoof-beat,  no  trampling  of 
the  crowd  ! 

Your  season's  toil  is  over  ; 

With  grass  that  sweeps  your  knees 
You  search  for  cool,  wet  clover 

In  friendship  with  the  bees  ! 
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Your  mouth  forgets  the  bit, 

Your  flank  the  frequent  spur  ; 
Each  oak-rail  that  you  hit, 
Each  stone  you  set  astir, 
Has  faded  into  silence  with  the  things  that  never 
were  ! 

A  field  mouse  in  the  grasses 

That  plays  about  your  feet, 
A  shadow-shape  that  passes 

Across  the  early  wheat — 
Shall  these  disturb  the  heart 

That  never  harboured  fear 
In  the  rapture  of  the  start 

When  the  horn  was  sounding  clear, 
And  the  rasping  doubles  faced  you  and  the  rolling 
brook  was  near  ? 

No  Whip's  triumphant  holloa, 

No  horn's  entrancing  tune, 
Has  power  to  bid  you  follow 

From  out  these  fields  of  June 
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That  chase  you  better  love 

Than  any  steed  I  know  ! — 
Enough,  calm  skies  above  ; 
Enough,  cool  grass  below  ; 
And  the  humming  in  the  elm-trees  that  will  never 
let  you  go  ! 


A  MOORLAND  SIGNPOST 

KIRKWHELPINGTON— The  signpost  showed 
A  winding  ribbon  of  moorland  road  ; 
And  straightway  I  knew  if  I  followed  it  through 
I  should  come  to  a  kingdom  of  puppy  and  pew. 

I  lay  at  ease  on  the  thymy  bank, 

And  deep  of  the  springs  of  dreamland  drank. 

Then  a  parson  came  with  a  bag  of  meal 

And  a  red-brown  Border  bitch  at  his  heel, 

And  somehow  I  knew  that  a  litter  of  four 

Lay  curled  in  a  box  at  the  vestry  door  ; 

And    I    knew — though   a   whole   world    said    me 

nay — 
That,    with     Canny     Newcassel     just    over    the 

way. 
The  rider  I  saw  was  a  lean  James  Pigg 
Astride  of  a  horse  rawboned  and  big, 
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Blowing  his  pied  pack  over  the  rocks 
On  the  line  of  a  travelling  Cheviot  fox, 
And  breaking  him  up  by  the  kirkyard  bounds 
In  a  whirling  riot  of  raging  hounds. 

I  woke.     And  the  empty  road  ran  on 
Over  the  hills  to  Kirkwhelpington. 


THE  OLD  COACH-DRIVER 

Among  his  garden  roses  lone  he  sits 

And  hears  the  traffic  of  the  road  roll  past, 

But  hears  no  more  the  jingle  of  his  bits, 

His  long  whip's  thunder  or  his  guard's  full  blast. 

He  hears  for  rattle  of  his  leading-bars 

The  throb  of  engines  ;  and  the  motor's  horn 

For  the  strong  music  blown  against  the  stars 
On  many  a  frosty  night  and  windy  morn. 

With  eyes  grown  dim,  with  old  feet  faltering, 
Scarce  now  he  dares  to  cross  that  road,  the  same 

Where  once  in  coat  of  scarlet  he  was  king 
And  all  pulled  out  before  him  when  he  came. 

Time  will  be  served  ;  new  years  new  codes  adjust  ; 

Old  rules  are  banished,  and  all  days  depart  ; 

The  dust  is  on  his  roses,  and  the  dust 

Of  eighty  years  hangs,  choking,  round  his  heart. 
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THE  ARAB  TEST 

SIXTY   MILES   A   DAY   FOR   FIVE   DAYS 

Since  I  have  owned  an  Arab-bred 

And  ridden  him  both  fast  and  far 
O'er  many  a  Queensland  watershed 

From  rosy  dawn  to  rising  star, 
By  love  of  him  my  heart  was  led 

To  share  with  these  the  weary  track 
And  step  by  step  in  fancy  tread 

Their  daily  journey  out  and  back. 

How  well  I  know  the  lean  game  head, 

The  red  fire  smouldering  in  the  eye, 
The  joyous  plunge,  the  jaunty  tread. 

The  courage  that  can  never  die  ; 
The  buoyant,  bridle-slapping  walk, 

The  loping  canter  long  and  clean, 
The  ear  bent  back  to  lover-talk 

That  passes  man  and  horse  between  ! 
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My  heart  went  with  them  all  the  way — 

Steel  limbs,  and  bodies  closely  knit, 
The  tireless  feet  from  day  to  day, 

The  firm  necks  arched  against  the  bit. 
The  proud  eyes  blazing  left  and  right. 

The  glinting  of  the  dapple-stars. 
The  blown  grey  manes,  the  foam  flecks  white, 

The  lifting,  dancing  snaffle-bars  ! 

In  every  breed  man  seeks  the  best, 

And  so  this  bitter  task  was  theirs  ; 
And  who  could  braver  face  the  test 

Than  offspring  of  the  desert  mares  ? 
It  matters  not  which  steed  was  first. 

Which  kept  his  flesh,  which  did  not  tire, — 
The  dauntless  courage  of  the  worst 

Has  proved  to  all  the  Arab  fire. 


'THE  DRUID' 

When  the  curtains  are  drawn  at  the  end  of  the  day, 

When  I  'm  lonely  and  left  to  myself, 
There  's  a  book  that  can  conjure  the  shadows  away, 

So  '  The  Druid  '  comes  down  from  the  shelf  ; 
The  well-beloved  volumes  all  cosily  bound 

In  their  red  and  their  letters  of  gold. 
The  records  of  racehorse  and  hunter  and  hound, 

And  the  deeds  of  the  heroes  of  old. 

'  The  Post  and  The  Paddock '  and  '  Scarlet  and  Silk  '— 

But  his  classics  what  need  that  I  name. 
Has  not  each  been  a  measure  of  honey  and  milk 

To  the  man  with  his  heart  in  the  game  ? 
Once  again  with  '  The  Druid  '  for  mentor  and  guide 

I  am  back  among  yeomen  and  squires  ; 
Once  again  with  the  lords  of  broad  acres  I  ride 

Foot  to  foot  o'er  the  cream  of  the  Shires. 
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I  walk  with  Sir  Tatton  through  Sledmere  at  noon 

Where  the  yearlings  are  wheeled  in  a  line  ; 
I  ride  with  Osbaldistone  under  the  moon 

In  a  wager  he  made  at  his  wine. 
Where  Clinker  and  Clasher  are  stripped  for  the  fray 

I  am  waiting  to  watch  them  begin, 
To  greet  their  great  riders  and  cheer  them  away 

With  a  prayer  that  the  better  may  win. 

Now  Wealth  makes  the  weight-cloths.     The  Turf  is  a 
mart, 

And  the  days  of  '  The  Druid  '  are  done  ; 
Sam  Chifney  's  forgotten  with  all  of  his  art. 

And  the  races  that  Crucifix  won. 
Though  a  horse  in  the  Yorkshireman's  heart  is  secure. 

Does  he  thrill  like  his  grandsire  of  old 
When  the  hoof-beats  are  drumming  on  Doncaster 
Moor 

And  the  cheering  goes  up  from  the  wold  ? 


POINT  TO  POINT 

A  WORD  in  season,  the  wave  of  a  hand 
To  show  the  flag  at  the  turn  of  the  land  ; 
A  sudden  rustle  and  restless  tread — 
'  Off  1 '     And  the  first  fence  looms  ahead. 

The  brown  in  the  lead  goes  down  to  it  bold, 
Shaking  his  head  and  taking  hold. 
Steadies,  changes  his  feet,  and  flings 
Into  the  air  like  a  bird  on  wings. 

Behind  him  they  take  it  left  and  right, 
Colour  catching  the  pale  sunlight, 
Now  a  scarlet  against  the  blue. 
Now  the  gold  on  a  glinting  shoe. 

Bunched  together  they  top  the  rise, 
Lost  to  all  but  the  keenest  eyes  ; 
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Four  hats  bobbing  beyond  a  hedge  ; 
One  man  skirting  the  woodland's  edge. 

Silence. — And  then  from  the  crowd  a  hum 
Deep  and  expectant — '  Here  they  come  1 ' 
'  Who  's  that  leading  ?  ' — and — '  Still  the  brown  ! ' 
'  Now  for  the  double  I ' — and — '  Two  of  'em  down  ! ' 

A  whirling  cloud  on  the  dusty  plough, 

And  the  white-legged  chestnut  leading  them  now, 

Lashing  along  with  his  easy  stride — 

A  long-reined  galloper  good  to  ride  ! 

So  in  his  triumph  comes  Magic  Moon 
Setting  a  pace  that  must  pound  them  soon  ; 
Over  the  five-foot  post  and  rail 
With  a  careless  flick  of  his  chestnut  tail  ! 

Not  to  the  bold  shall  the  way  be  barred  ; 
Over  go  two — and  the  third  strikes  hard  ! 
Four  I — And  the  splintered  top-rail  goes. 
Crash  I — And  the  dun  mare  's  down  on  her  nose  ! 
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Over  the  gap  go  five  men  more, 
Shouting  '  Hard  luck  ! '  to  hapless  Four. 
Far  away  on  is  the  hillside  stand, 
And  Magic  Moon  has  the  race  in  hand. 

For  Dauntless  is  down  at  the  hedge  and  ditch, 
And  Rose  runs  out  and  has  baulked  The  Witch, 
And  the  tiring  brown  at  the  road  drops  back. 
And  the  spurs  are  at  work  on  the  bob-tailed  black. 

The  last  fence  now,  and  there  's  no  one  near. 
The  game  old  chestnut  has  landed  clear. 
The  broken  Field  to  the  wind  is  strewn, 
And  the  crowd  is  cheering  for  Magic  Moon  ! 


ANGELS  ON  HORSEBACK 

Old  tradition  has  handed  down 

Angels  as  creatures  pale  with  wings  ; 
I  can  imagine  them  sunburnt,  brown, 

Hefty  fellows  in  riding  things, 
Swinging  their  horses  gaunt  and  tall 

Over  the  meadows  of  clustered  stars, 
Deep  in  their  saddles  and  good  men  all, 

Light  of  hand  on  their  bridle-bars. 

And  the  picture  that  Fancy  paints  for  me 

Of  the  End  of  the  World  is  :  A  big  blood  horse 
Spattered  with  foam  from  neck  to  knee. 

Weary  with  running  his  starry  course  ; 
And  Gabriel  on  him  beside  the  thorn 

On  the  bridle-path  that  a  world  has  trod, 
His  trumpet  held  like  a  hunting-horn, 

Blowing  a  blast  to  the  Hounds  of  God. 
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ENGLISH  LEATHER 

Long  before  the  great  World- War, 

When  we  sought  in  Sunny  Land 
From  the  little  township  store 

Girth  or  bridle,  strap  or  band, 

If  we  wanted  it  to  stand 
Strain  of  work  and  stress  of  weather 

Yet  be  kindly  to  the  hand, 
We  would  ask  for  '  English  leather.' 

Strong  as  steel  and  sound  as  bell, 

Fitly  seasoned,  toughly  tanned — 
Every  bushman  knew  it  well 

From  the  Roper  to  the  Bland  ; 

When  a  scared  colt  scattered  sand, 
Fulling  on  his  hitching-tether, 

Well  we  knew  the  tie  would  stand 
If  the  reins  were  English  leather. 
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Crowded  years  have  come  and  passed 

Since  we  sailed  from  Sunny  Land  ; 
Much  is  merged  into  the  vast, 

Much  has  failed  and  will  not  stand 

Since  the  Roper  and  the  Bland, 
But  there  's  one  thing  holds  together — 

English  strength  of  heart  and  hand, 
All  that  stands  for  '  English  leather.' 
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